258                   CONTARINI FLEMING:

green mound supported a stone, on which was boldly, but
not rudely sculptured,

' ALCEST^, COUNTESS OONTARINT FLEMING.'

A date recorded, her decease.

'It must hr,Te been many years ago,* was my first im-
pression ; ' I am Contarini Fleming, and I remember her.
I remember AIcest6 well, but not in this country, surely
not in this country. And yet those orange-trees------

1 My wife, niy lost, my darling wife, oh ! why am I alive ?
I thought that 1 was dead ! I thought that I had flung

myself from the mountain top to join you------and it was

all a dream !'

I threw myself upon the tomb, and my tears poured forth
in torrents, and I tore up the flowers that flourished upon
the turf, and kissed them, and tossed them in the air.

There was a rose, a beautiful white rose, delicate and
fragrant; and I gathered it, and it seemed to me like
Alceste. And I sat gazing upon this fair flower, and, as
my vision was fixed upon it, the past grew up before me,
and each moment I more clearly comprehended it. The
bitterness of my grief overcame me. I threw away the
rose, and, a moment afterwards I was sorry to have lost it.
I looked for it. It was not at my feet. My desire for the
flower increased. I rose from the tomb, &nd looked around
for the lost treasure. My search led me to the other side
of the tablet, and I read the record of the death of my still-
born son.

CHAPTER XXII.

' WE must leave this place, Lausanne, and at once.'

His eye brightened when I spoke.

'I have seen all that you have done, Lausanne.    It is
well, very well.    I owe you much.    1 would have given